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all the traces of his folly, all that could in any way remind him of
it. For this purpose he had lit a fire in his chamber one coo]
evening, and brought out a little chest of reliques, among which
were multitudes of small articles, that, in memorable moments, he
had begged or stolen from Mariana. Each withered flower brought
to his mind the time when it bloomed fresh among her hair; each
little note the happy hour to which it had invited him; each
ribbon-knot the lovely resting-place of his head, her beautiful
bosom. So occupied, was it not to be expected that each emotion,
which he thought long since quite dead, should again begin to
move ? Was it not to be expected that the passion, over which,
when separated from his mistress, he had gained the victory,
should, in the presence of these memorials, again gather strength?
We first observe how dreary and disagreeable an overclouded day
is, when a single sunbeam pierces through, and offers to us the
exhilarating splendour of a serene hour.

Accordingly, it was not without disturbance that he saw these
reliques, long preserved as sacred, fade away from before him in
smoke and flame. Sometimes he shuddered and hesitated in his
task; he had still a pearl necklace and a flowered neckerchief in
his hands, when he resolved to quicken the decaying fire with the
poetical attempts of his youth.

Till now he had carefully laid up whatever had proceeded from
his pen, since the earliest unfolding of his mind. His papers yet
lay tied up in a bundle at the bottom of the chest, where he had
packed them, purposing to take them with him in his elopement.
How altogether different were his feelings now in opening them,
and his feelings then in tying them together!

If we happen, under certain circumstances, to have written and
sealed and dispatched a letter to a friend, which, however, does not
find him, but is brought back to us, and we open it at the distance
of some considerable time, a singular emotion is produced in us,
on breaking up our own seal, and conversing with our altered self
as with a third person. A similar and deep feeling seized our
friend, as he now opened this packet, and threw the scattered
leaves into the fire; which was flaming fiercely with its offerings,
when Werner entered, expressed his wonder at the blaze, and
asked what was the matter.

" I am now giving proof/' said Wilhelm, " that I am serious in
abandoning a trade for which I was not born." wAnd with these
words he cast the second packet likewise into the fire. Werner